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AIRDRIE FAIR © 


Tot 5 
HERE is a town in Lanarkſhire, 
| An' Airdrie is the name o't, 
An' ſince I ha'e a wee to ſpare, 
PII tell you o' the fame o't: 
*Tis built upo? a riſing groun”, 
A pleaſant ſituation, 
An' is as neat a little town 
As ony in the nation, ©. 


II. 


Th' inhabitants, baith high and low, 
Are wary, wiſe, and tenty, 
An' dinna fail to mak” a ſhow 
. O thriving and o' plenty ; 
They are a ſet o' kindly folk, 
An' aye baith blyth and hearty, 
An' dinna fail, without a joke, 
: To tak” a ſtranger's part aye - 
By night or day. 


III. 


Now in the blythſome month o' May, 
When days are warm an' bonny, 
There is a fair, for fun an' play, 
That's ſcarcely match'd by ony. 
Upo' that day, as I do hear, 
Nae merriment is wanting, 
An' up an' down, ye needna fear 
'To get baith fun an' ranting 
| | | That merry day. 
F . 4 | | IV. | 
For ev'ry ane, baith man an' boy, 
; Keep aye themſels ſae canty, ; 
There's naething that can yield you joy, 
Or pleaſure will be ſcanty ; 
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An' mony lads . this fair 
An' laſſes do reſort yx, 
Wha never miſs, when they come there, 
To get baith _ an* ſport aye 
_ night or r 
As ſoon as Phoebus nern face 4 | 
An' ſtarts frae Thetis' & boſom, * | 
Diſperſing light owre ilka place, 
An' makin” flow'rs to bloſſom; 
When he, with radiant darting beams 
Is up the lift advancing, _ : - 
An' owre the lands and purling fireams 


His glorious _ are wy ar; 
weet * * 4 


VI. 


Then, chen ilk fleepy weary wight 

Out o' his bed doth riſe, 

An' fill'd wi? flumbers o' the night 
Begins to rub his eyes; 

Right ſoon the billies are aſteer, 

Wi hurry an' diſorder, 

Employ'd i in ſorting up their gear 
An' Putting 3 in order 


VII. 


Now thro” the ** up an down, 
Amang the banks an' braes, 
The lads that fain wad ſee the town 
Put on their Sunday's claes; _ 
Their coats o' blue they bruſh a wee, 
To drive the ſtour a wa“, © 
Wi' garters tied aboon the knee 
They think themſels fu' braw 
And trig that days 2 +. 


VII. 


The laſſes, too, wha never fall, 
Put on their r cockernony, 
* The 584, | 
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An' dreſs themſels frae tap to tail, 


Wow ! but they are fu bonny⸗ 
Some on their heads ha'e beavers plac'd, 
Wi' ribbon-knots an' feathers, 8 
An' ſome ha'e ſaſhes roun' their waiſt 


As * as hairy tethers 
An' braid that an 


IX. 
An' now its wearing up the day 


An' dry, an' clear the air, 

There droves o' folk ha'e ta“ en their N 
Intent to ſee the fair: | 

See! ſee! they're gath'rin* roun' about, 
IIF” ane to try their fortune, 


Some to mak' bargains, without doubt, | 


An' ithers to get ſpoitin” 
An' fun that Fr 
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There 3 billies ſet their ſtands 
An' tinkle owre their braw things, 

They ſort them out, wi' clever hands, 
Gude Jocktalegs an' a' things. 

Te folk that come to ſee the fair, 
| earneſtly entreat you, 

Mak” ye your bargains a“ wi' care, 
Or faith I fear they'll cheat you 

On fic a day. 


XI. 


Here ſweety wives ſet up a cry, 
Their tongues they are na ſparin', 
To bonny lads as they gang bye, 
To come and buy their fairin— 
« Come here, my lads, an' tak? a peep 
* O' what I ha'e to ſell, | 
<« Ye'll get it gude, ye'll get it cheap, | 
„ Juſt as I ha'e't myſel', | 
5 This * day. — 
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XII. 


Nieſt come the blades wha win their bread 
By playing at black jock, | 
They mind the wark, wi' tenty head, 

O' cheatin' ſimple folk; 
The countra fellows try their ſkill, 

An' gie the ſtick a toſs then, 
But how it comes, I canna tell, 


They unco often loſs then 
At it that day. 


| XIII. 
- Now here an' there, an' thick an' thrang, 
The muckle horſe are prancinſg, 
See! ſee! how braw, how ſtout, an' ſtrang, 
They're thro? the fair advancing: 
Their . plait up — red 4 blue, 
As the ont the ca 3 
Wow! but they ako a .. 


Sae plump they are an' gawſey, 
On fica r. 


XIV. 


An' now ye'll hear an unco din, 
An' roars, an' ſqueels fn* mony, 
Frae hawkers thrang, that gather in 
An' preſs their wares upon ye: 
Alack ! how mony blackguard chiels 
That ha'e nae gude intention, 
They ſeldom fail, at rants an' reels, 
To raiſe ſome d- mn'd content ion 
| On fic a day. 


XV. 
Nieſt on the cawſey, caſt an' weſt, 
Stand crowds o' bonny laſſes. 
| Wha cunningly a look do caſt 
On ilka lad that paſſes; 


There waiting for a 3 chance 
Right mony airs they ſhow then, 


6670 
An. . maun keep their ſtance Too 


Till bonny lads come to them 
This merry day. 


XVI, 
There's ſome, yell ſee, that ha'e been ing 


Mang meadows, muirs, an' moſſes, 
Wha here, like queens, haud up their . | 
Thinking they're ſonſy bloſſes; 
An' ſome there are, amang the reſt, 
Their neighbours fau'ts remarkin' 4 
Wha, tho? like ladies they are dreſt, 
Maybe ha'e ne'er a fark on | 
Themſels this day, 


XVII. 


No rattlin' roarinꝰ countra Jock, 
A lad baith blyth an' cheary, 
Right ſlyly 1 ro the folk - - - i 
To wale himſel a deary: 
He glowrs about frae ſide to fide 
Mang lads and laſſes mony, | 
At length he grips, wi' muckle pride, 
His bonny ſonſy Jenny 
Fu' braw that day. 


XVIII. 


But Ras bangs in wi' furious yell 

An' works a great miſhanter, 
He wants to ha'e her to himſel, 

An' vows he winna want her 3 
At Jock he waves his muckle fiſt 

An' for his face doth ettle, 
Gude L---rd ! *twas lucky that he miſt, 
Or he wad cool'd his mettle 

1 trow that day! 


XIX 


Then, then the billies gather roun', 
Wr whiſky capernoited, 
An mony get a broken crown, 


Rig ht. fair their pows are knoited: 


1 But wearing late douce folk withdraw, a 95% 
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Here ſome lay e 6s 0 de agb, Van n 
1 An' mak an unco ſplutter, c | | 
while ither ſome, prongs owre Gita, 

| 3 - _ . Arewarlling in the gutter. 
, Mang" dirt that day. 
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| There's ae that rear an- beam evg. 
Some utter oaths an' curſes, n | 
Some rin wi' bir amang the erg,” . T7 ITO 
An' ithers loſe their purſes ?- E F 
For at this time, or mettle cools, 2% $254 OUT IK 
+2; hs pilf ring tribe are bi ß ðᷣ 
An' dinna fail t ſpung the fook , 
: Wha OR about a hizzie - 
: On le A . 
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| Now Phoebus owre the Highland kills on ohh ITE, 


Is wearing out o light, © niger G1 
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To drive awa' the nights geg 
Paſs off the time fu ſweetly, (+004 F 2HGS. Et] 
An mony lies an ſtories pas 


An' leave their ſocial drinking, elt 
- While ithers rant an roar _ 7 24,250 I 
As lang's their pouch is ch 


85 . 12 by by lads are weel attended. 
An' mony maidenheads are ta'en 
Before the fair i wy _ 
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An' folk ſit cracking at their gills HR #19 M2 94%, 
There ilk” ane wie his Donny laß 


The laſſes, ſweer to gang alane, 2 {11d $2252 8 
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